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#__!-;U::il' NESS DIRECTORY.

T. A. PLANTS, Kﬁnrmay and Councelor
at Law, Pomeroy, (0. Ofee in the Court ."_lzil_'\ll;__
JOMNE. NANNA JAUUN 5. EARNART.
HANNA & EARHART, Attorneys al
Law, Powuroy, O, Al business entrusied o their
enre will Feevive prompl attentlon, I_L
THOVAS CARLETON, Attorney and
Counyelor at Law. Ofiee, Linn sroet, east sitde,
two doors above T. J. Smith's Bhae Store, opposite
the Hamington House, All businesa entrusted to
iy care will reseive prompt nttention. 1-34.
B E UONSTABLE  and K. A,CONNTABLE,
In the tirm-name of CONSTARBE :Iiz
‘ONNTABLE, Alttorneys nt Law, will pracilee in
t:n Sinte Couris of Olilo and the U, K, Courts.—
Office, State atreet, A l\wu-l é'l_llr'l_s_l Co., W, __._I_v__‘.\_ll_
= THYSMIANR,
A 5. PATRICK, Physician and Surgeon
Wasun City, Va.  Atlenlly to the country ;-rmngny
nitended to. 1-49.

—BARKLWR.
DANIEL & RATHBURN, Bankeis,,
Hank Bloek, Court-atreet, Pomeroy, 0. Collections
uinde and promptiy remitied, B b= Ll
“ TN G ODS—GROCKRIBS—CLOTIIRG.
124 A C FALLER., Clothier, Grocer and

liry Guols Donler, fiest Stors above Donnally &
Jebulug® , nenr the Rolling-Mitl, Pomeroy, O.—
Country Morelnnis wre respectfolly regquested Lo
onll und exwmins wy stoek of Grogerivs, ey } am
cutfldunt that | ¢nnnot be l-}ll_(.i_!'_rlu'l.\\_. p i '!:.E_
O. BRANCH & CO., Denlers m Dry
@ody, Grocorles, Hundware, Wduvensward, _ﬂsr:.|—
Eant side of C ol streot, three doors abuve the
voener of Feaut, o — __]._]—
= T a0y ES=TIRWAHK.

W. 1. PRALL, Mauufaciurer of Tinware
and Donler in every variety of Stoved, ete,, Court
sirect, Pomernv. 1-1

ML NACHINES, . ..

3. W JONES, Proprietor Middleport Sash
Fuctory und Plning Mill, will Al ul) oeders In his
bime wf busin=gs puiretna iy, and nt low rutes. by
addroasinge -rr;o|.|-13.|.-.¢|.->.'l'lu|nt,ﬁli“»lh-imil_:‘__kz_

STEAM SAW MILL, Front street, Pom-
erov, nesr Bare's Hun, Nial R. Nye, Proprietor.
Lamber sawed to opder on shorknotiee,  Plastoring
1ath eanstantly on lun:d.__""r_-!l_l_!: i A RN

HURDOCK & NYE, Proprietors Coal-
ridge Flouringe Mill, Pomeroy, and Cryetal Flour-
iog Mill, Costpurt, Cash paid for Wheat at wll
s S = - 1

KEVGERVILLE Swam Grist Mill—N.
Stewars, Propricder—hne been rocently rebullt, and
fanow praparad to do good work prompily. 3y 2

JOHN S. DAVIS, has his Planing Ma-
ehine, an Sugar Han, Yemeoroy, In good order, and
songaul aperation. Flopeng. wenther-bonrding,
&, kept constantly on hand, o ll\_i_lp!e_u. '!-m__

== T IRWELRY.

PETER LAMBRECHT, Watchmnker &

i "
Dealeria Wutches, Clecks, Jowelry and Fanecy
Artlelws. Conrt straet, below the now Banking
Moune, Pameroy. Walches, Clocks and Jewelry
carafully repalred an shorl netice, i3

W. A. AICHER, Watchmnker and Jew-
eler, and wholesale and retall dealer In Watehos,
Clocks, Jawelry and Pancy Gooeds, Front-at.,ubove
e Remlugton House, Poineroy. Partlcnlsratien-
tion puld to repalcing all artleles'n my line. 11

~___ BOOTH_ARD HHQFES,
T. WHITESIDE, Manuiacturer of Boots

anil Bhoea, Front Streel, three doors above Blone
bridge. The kestof werk, for Ladiosand Gentlo-
_nen, made In . rder, 1-1

. LEATHER DEALRWS.
MoQUIGG & SMITH, Leather Deslers
and Pindors, Conrtstrevt, 3 doars balow the Bank,
and oppovite Branch’s Store, Pumervy, 0. 1-n40
MANUFACTURES,
FOMEROY Rolling-Mill Co. have con-
stantly on asnd, and make to order, a superior
o eiwlication (o th Agent at the MIIT, of to
U (1] ] . L+ ]
:E‘l,', "By el L. P, l’(.f’rl'!tﬂ.t:lnelnnntt.
COALFORT Salt Comglny- Office in

Cooper's Bullding Coalpo Salt for Countr
tru‘lg. Rotall, th rty-ntpo ':zmpor bushaf. © 1-1 y

SUGAR-RUN Salt Company. Salt twen-
ty-five sunts per bushel. Ofee near the Furnace.
1-1 r ] Y. 0. GRANT, Agout.

FOMEROY Salt Company. Salt thirty-
five ner bushel, for Country Teade. 1-

DA Company, Conlport. Salt

thirty-five ceuts ;vcrhmhgfn!counlnludo. 1-1

- BLACESMITHING.

¥. E. HUMFHREY, Blacksmith, in his
pew bullding, back of the ‘llnhlbnildhz. Pomeroy.
Job Work of xil kinds, Horse-shosing, &., agecuted

with nestnesy and dispateh. 1-1
T PAIL R AZIERS,

F_ LYMAN, Puainter and Glazier, back
. yoom-af P, Lambreght's Jowelry Slore, woet alde
Oaoars streol sPomeray, O. 1-1

BALDLERY.
JOHN EISELSTIN, Saddle, Haruess and

Trank Manufacturer, Frént Sirtet, three « cora be-

daw Conrt Pomcﬂ7 will exeeute all work om-

Vrestid 1o his orre w th neasnessnnd dimpaich. Fad-
_fles gotten np In the poatest siyle. 1-29

J and Hnrness

Wakor. Fhop over Binck and Rathbura's store,
Rutland, O, -1

_ WAGON MAKING.
PETER CROSBIE, Wagon Maker, Mul-

horry am‘h-ut side, thren deors Back street,

‘Pomeray 1o. Manulsciorer of Wagone, Bug-
h'il.kt‘nrrtlﬂa, &e. All orders l.lh‘: o':l l;horl
um "

DERTISTRY.

n. U WHALEY. Burgeon Dentist,
Anmmwer's Bullding 9nd Etory, Rutland strest,

Middienort, 0. AN Muipg o
pr an H rempily . ‘ |“ﬂl:¢.;
wpan at their residescs, |f doslred. i
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»Y TOM Moonm. '
ey

When 1 remembor all

The fricndsso Huked togellier,
I've seon around wme Tall,

Like fonvus in wintry weather,

1 feel iike one who treads alone
Foue bauguet-hall dearrted,

Whaose lightaare flod, whoso garland's dead,
And sl but bo dopartetl!

Thas in the stiily night, bood
Ere slombers chimin haw houad me,

Bad merm sy brings the light
Of olbordsysaround ma,

A COUNTRY HOME, '
Ohl give mo I‘Il-:u':‘_o in lh‘::m pwide,
Aud ' rme
o lore the e baTne Drighty e oin T
On afrosty n

ight, ' A
When the Jest nmﬂlao somg and tho langh are free,
Oli! the Marmer's home | e bowe for me,

ON! glve me a home in the ennalr‘y wide,
When the eurth-comos out ss a blushing bride,
With ber buds and flowem,
In the bright spring houra,
Her bridsl song ringlng from fresh-lenved troos
Aud melody floats on the perfumed broege,

In summer, a soat Ia s shady nook,
And closs by the side of a purling brook,
% hore the violet growa,
Or the pale swawp rose
Falnting and slek ‘neath the sup's seorching beam,
Dips hor falr petals, lu the collng stroam.

Oh! give me a homao In the country wide,
Iathe golden days of & farmear's pride,
When his barnsare flled,
From the Belds he's tilled,
And he féela that his yearly task is done,
Bmiling at winter, he beckons him on,

misrtllung._

THE NEW SOUL OF
JOHNMARKHAM.

Fifteen years had rolled away since I
stood in the market place of the city of
Hartford. 1 left it when the turl was
green, and the thrushes were making mu-
sic on the elms; the turf was green, and
the birds were singing then. I saw =
staid man in black go by, gravely smiling
to the children and 1 krow he was the
settled clergyman, but not the one I left
there. There were countrymen standing
by their eartsin the market; women chaf-
fering with penny-worth purchasers in the
stalls ; carriages driving into the sireet
filled with ladies on an airing from the
watering places near by; old men and
young men, women and rrle—the manner
of life was even as when T lefu it, the forms,
the faces of that once familiar life were
forever gone.

Oh! fifteen years make great diflerences
in a returning man. Wherever he may
have passed them—in a home as cheerful
as the one ahandoned, amidst the caresses
of the beloved, surrounded Ly pleasant
prospects, fondled by prosperity—il he
will go back to the old place, let him re-
member that a chilly pain in the heart
awnits him there, when he shall see trees
and houses, and the very street stones elay,
but the living pass away and are forgotten.

But when a man has spent his absence
as I have mine—for I had not been on the
Continent, listening now to Rose Cherie,
now to Thalberg, now to the cathedral ca-
dences of Velimo; where the floods break
from his resounding lips under the ever
blue arch of a resounding sky. 1 had not
been wafted to the upper cataraets, bathed
in the nepenthe of that air which lulled
the old world Memphis gnllants—which
lulls the Howadji now; 1 had not been liv-
ing with friends who, shoulder to shoulder,
worked with me hopefully 1n the daytime,
or welcomed me at night toa glowing hearth
in & room where my children sat upon m
knee, where the rosy fire-light danced wit
the shadows on the wall, where a women
beloved hushed down the business echoes
of my heart with a rich, old ballad in a
soft young voice.

I do notoften eall up these fifieen years,
for they are melancholy,maddening ghosts.
But when | do, the mueic with which they
stalk into my thoughts is such as this, a
monotonous sound of hammers—clhink,
clink, clink—always in the eame measure,
and broken only by the fall of stone frag-
ments!a beavy clank of iron doors mer-
cilessly shut in reverberating corridors,
with nothing but my own impulse coming
afterward; for I speut my fifteen years io
prison!

Do you ask how I came there? The
story is not n Jong one. I was & junior

rtner in the banking liouse of my elder

rother near Hartford. One evening about
nine o’clock, as I was leaving the stepa of
my lodging, & heavy hand jell upon my
shoulder, and I turned to see a rifi’s
officer, with his assistant, standing closely
by me. On the opposite side of the gtrest
the lights shown merily from the window
of the woman I loved. 1 was on my way
to auswer my invilation, and 1 Telr, =s
every true man feels on euch an errand,
gentle towards all humanity. SoT did not
roughly push aside the interloper’s hand,
ns ordinarily I would have done, but gni-
etly moved out frum under it, and eaid,
My ma=n, there is some mistake here.—
You have taken the wrong person.”’

Any ene who knows what it is to loose
so completely, in a fearful dream, the self-
posression on which he would steady him-
self, that he can no longer say, **'Tis ouly
a dream,”” but begins to know that it is ac-

—————

on me in an iostant a8 the officer an-
swered:— '

““That won’t do! you are John Marklham
of Hartford. In the name of the Com-
monwealth 1 arrest you for forgery.”

Just then on the osite mide of the
street, the curtain went down at the lli.ﬁ‘:.d
window, and knowing in my sonl it
dropped forever between me and the one
being who in her hands held all things for
-l.ﬁ I lived, I feltn quick, cold shudder
of agovy run through me, asd my knees
smote togetber like a coward’s. I ssid no
more but went with my 3 ;

The first night in jaill ~Ab, that was
terrible! The clammwy echoing stohes of

the floor over which . ]-ged in the dark-

| burried from the room irm

tual, will realize how the awful truth broke | able

b‘.--i-'l.”
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nega did not hurt me in their hardness.—
The foul, coarse pallet on which #t inter-
vals 1 threw myself in sy bewilderad
weariness, did not chafe me by s coffin

aware that 1 was ‘brought o a' position

equa.led anything elee on énrth.—
Quicker by hrlh,:nh;gﬂ write, yetin this
channel, had my thoughts run, "' " © 0
My brother, shwee 0, EAVEme In
privatey n heavy drafi to colleeted nt
another baoking house, drawn in his favor
by dne of his correspondents and indoraed
by another, 1 remember. that, he lopked
restless when he g e it to me; tha
ward. I presented the drpfi; I veceived
the frioney; the books which I kept bear
no account of it.  He forged the paper. 1
am the suspected one. have no means
of proving my innocence, unless, perhaps,
by provinghis guilt. That, most like, is
imp ossible. At amy rate, what a terrible
step for & man to take againat his dead
motlier's only other child! And he Lasa
lovely wifse whom it would glay. YetImy-
self bave—O God! shut our her ima
from me! Imust notsee it, 1 shall go
mad!
In this grooye my thoughts rolled back
and forward through the night. Facing
this alternative I stood till the day of tyial,
just one month. My brother came often
to see me; ho lavished tears and embraces
upon me; he retained for me the best coun-
sel—yet Lie always seemed like one in 4 de-
lirium of a fever, and ever just as the turn-
key swung back the heavy door tolet him
out, he would stop for a moment, tremb-
ling, and with his lips half-opened, as if
about to eay something more to me—then,
without meeting my eye he wonld rush
from the cell. Sufiering as I was, suffer-
ing stillmore, as I was about fo do, from
the consequence of his sin—1I couid pity
him deeply. I could forbear with the cow-
ardness which he could not confess, for 1
knew how priceless liberty muat be to a
man, who, losing it, leaves his other soul
in that most heart-broken of all widow-
hood—the widowhood of a convict’s wile.
She whom 1 loved visited me many times,
always bringing me sweel meseages in her
presence from the birds and the flowers
and the free sky outside—always talking
ina voice iutensely sustained into cheer-
fulness, of my acquittal; and restoration to
our old hopes. 1 told ber I was innocent,
and she believed me. I could not tell her
who wasguilly.
My trial came on, I need not painmy-
solf with a long recital of the thronged
court, the weary questionings and cross
questionings, the audible silence of the
crowd when the pleas were made, the mo-
ment whose shadow fell upon me, when
the foreman solemnly said “‘guilty”’—that
other moment when I was condemned to
the awful alienage of prison for the fifteen
years to come.
Then I parted from home and friends.
My brother did not bid me -bye; he
lay sick of a raging fever, on whose chances
hung life. But she, the holy, the heoric
—who had borne all things came Lo see me
go. Bheclasped my manacled hands¥in
her own; she pressed one Jong, last kiss
upon the convict’s lips, ond she said, with
a solemn cheerfulness, “I will wait for
youl!” Then, with a superstition which,
trivolous though it seem, still evept iuto
the awfulness of that hour, 1 stepped my
watch, and vowed inwardly that its hands
shounld never more move till we metagnin.
After that, the gates of my prison
opened to let in but one message from the
lifo outside. The chaplainsbronght me a
lock of well-known soft brown hair, and
told me with a tear in his eye, that an old
man had given it to him for me, saying,
“My daughter is with God. Bhe died
whiapering that she would wait for John
Markman.”*
1 endured the knowledgs of her death
with a beournbed patience, uncomplain-
ingly; rarely weeping s single drop. 1
went through the unvaryiog round of day
labor in the prison yard with a steady,
mechanical industry which snrprised my
taskmaster, for, heretofore, 1 had beeu
taunted as **the weak gentleman,” *‘white
fingers,”” and whatever other epithet orin-
sult the bardened bullies of discipline are
accustomed, st discretion and without fear
of chastisement, to confer upon those who
io their grasp. At evéning I
held up the tress into the faint twilight
which just fluttered- through the grates,
and, kissing it, seemed o see bar by me—
for I could pever think of her as desd.
That realization was kiodly spared me by
the fact that no mew void can be felt, no
new unnaturalness, in the eternal void and
unnaturalness of a prison.
from work I

Bot one night comin
ng the wrakey

found the tress oy B
for it, I was Lo *Prisoners are allowed
no useless articles.””  From that moment
I kvew sho whom I loved was desd. Like
a wild flood the agony of the knowledge
rushed upon me. ith it pame the mem-
ory of my burning wrongs—the scorn of
man nt upon my innocent head——the
porﬂz.of my only brother—the irredeem-
1 ness of all thi Aud 1
ehut myself wp in silent, sullen madness,
A most dangerous madness it was, From
the time | Jost the tresses five years were
to elapse before I went out; and if, in thas
time, & revolt had sprung up in my. pris.
on, I had died fighting in its front, & 1
wae ripe for any crime, As it was, 1onl
bode my time. Onceout, 1 w-ldmi
condign vengeance on society—on law—

on my r. o
five yenrs passed—five years of dust
nmi” in the y o darkness,

mmiing, Fows g, by
ce : ing.
:‘ndeh'thn- ‘:a:.hudlpmd

POMERQY, TUESDAY. !

narrowness,’ I was’ d hurt from such
lhinrn; for in the five minutés between
my lodging and my cell ¥ had become| .

nor
whose sublime awfulness could hot ba|get

I. = I' ! . -
by -

1 was g ';-.. i

But the reve
liad stretched its fibrows ré
oil of my heart, till ewe
juice went to nourieh the

& bud info an ecwtntd
rance. My swest, #

motley chrysalis, and. be mishing, like a
winged Nemesis, (o settle AbCo nEu ‘with
a world which had the start §f bim by fif-
teen years. #e dura

1 went to the prison wardmbe and got
back that dregs which, in the s long
gone, I had put off with the test of my hu-
manity. They were clean, fastidiously

ntleman-like as when I hid left them.

seemed for a moment, at their sight, to
be waking from the terrible eternity of a
bad dream—to be finding them folded by
my bedside, where they had only lain
gince the last night.

I bad come in with'the miajesty of the
Inw—a guard on either side. I weut out
alone—no danger was apprebended of m
escaping from the other prisen, the world.
Leaving those high gray walls bebind] 1
struck into the road for Hartford. Had
I come out five years before, I might have
been expressly sofiened by the long, un-
wonted music of the birds, that, from
trees and orchard walls, made the air full
of their joy. Now I had lived past the
time when such ‘hings could touch me,
and walked still in the lock-step, looking
veither about nor forward, but ever mood-
ily on the ground. And thus, Iate in the
asternoon, I came whither the commence-
ment of my recital finds me, ‘and stood in
the market-place of the town whieh 1 had
seen fade out behind me as I wenitaway in
scorn.

No wonder that by all the passers I was
stared at as an oddity~~something to be
wuspected and shrunk from, for my grizs-
gled hair was of the prison eut, my clo

had gone out of fashion when the fathers
 the streeta were children, and mot by
fear, but long use, I locked no man in the
face. And here and there, in knots, the
people whispered sbout e, sometimes
with evident carelesspess as to how loud.
But i only nursed a deeper and more guiet
wrath.. e

children just from school. Steppin
ona of them, 1 asked, “Does George
Markbam still live in this pluce? The
little girl turned up & sunny spring morn-
ing face, and answered, “‘I am his daugh-
ter, sir; do you wish o see him?"* .

A hellish thought suggested itself to
me. 1 said, *“Yes, you ?nx show me the
way to his house.”” I knew we should
tuke a cross-path over the fields and pass
a long reach of lonely woods. In the most
solitary part of that I might wreak upon
the guilly head of George Markbam the
wost terrible vergeance which could wi
out his most bitter w tome. 1 would
kill his ohild and bring her home to lnm,
confessing that I did is, and glorifying in
the end of that horrid game of quuins on

up to

en and lost it. i

The little maiden took my hand con-
fidingly. That might unnerve me; so 1
loosed it, and 1 told_her to go belore while
I followed. She tossed back ber curls
and went bounding abead at a rate my
strides were hardly equal to. Btill I kept
my eye upon her, After a while we came
to a low brook-course beiween two hills,
ever the foremost one of which I could
just see the chimuney of my brother's house.
looked about me-—no one was in sight—
regcue was impossible. The devil whis-
pered, ““Now!” Theu I called to her to
stop, saying I must look for something I
bad dropped. She omd and stood,
amusgnﬁtl:erulf with maaking wreaths of
the violets that grew by the water-course,
while 1 stopped to find a heavy stone
which might do my bidding of vengeance
surely and silently. All around me in the
bed of the brook were nothing but peb-
bles. | 1 walked T:. f.]"' u::pp. flunhcr d}:wn
in my guest,, el rl must have
tho! l.mh]ecring her, ﬁ?:.all at once, 1
beard her call gently, “‘l am waiting for

yonlu . . '
, Gracious God! Who spoke? Do the
to us out of

loved that are foreyer Jost ory to
Paradise? '] am waitiong for you!”” floated
down M}fh .the prison bars from her
whom the Father had jusi sumbered with
the saints!.

1 stood wp and wandered back, more
dresming than awake, to the spot where
| inrkham’s daughter still 'staid,
plmtiog violets. She turned to me witha
vmile, and said, *L did not mean to hurnry

{ol, sir, but my father is very unwell, and
+l O

ught to be at home. W ense
to tell me how lace it in?'* oo,
For the first time after those fifieen
prison years in whioch knowing toil and
darkness ouly, I had asked no olher meas-
urement of time, | mechavicslly put my
band to my breast and drew out my re-
ul.oudvno,h Was I ssne? The second
hand, stopped at the last kies of agony
given me by my beloved, whether by mir-
acle or the agitation of my grasp L knew
not, moved ome Like a.lightoingi fiash

oyt with a alow lock-step which I had been

practiving nearly = quarter of a_life-time,

'enlm:

There came along that vn.y a thrang of

whose first throw he had staked my heav-|

rushed on me' the nory of my vow,
"mﬂ.’.’llﬁﬁm ‘neve: count | fiona

your lifel™
emnly.

children?

repentance,

his spirit de

the lon
child.

evil eye.

child.”

of me.

Markham!"’

sending

He

of siryo
verdict:

m".’)

died at the
istering to L

low voice sayin

IR'16, 1858,

' o .‘. ian"rh-z“ "Novering

-l " # w
brother, and “thén waited humbly 0 see
| ber recoil from the loathsome conviot —
But with child-like joy she h
Ml‘
am 80 glad?
has beeh wlking Mtozorlbeu four
days, and saying, ‘But, oh, he must ‘wot
diel—I1 cinnotdie till John comes home!"

With areverend
1 came inta the room of my é;lridngbmhr
face flyshed pa o
ko pa the; aid thed, hiding it in the pil-
bW, N eried, *~Loo b ool b
wreaking hie wrath on the devil who wasted

in m g
P wis'md chly

me
ind the ; ried, *Oh, 1
I_"a:clo m! Poor papa

and bowing low,
and

“Not so, my brother,” I answered sol-
*I, from my soul forgive you.—
How much more shall He who pitieth hie
For me, He hath this day
wiped out the past like a tablet, and look-
ing up to him as both of us condemued in
His sight, let us join hearts, making no
difference, my brotheg.”

I held him on my breast (hrough the
waxing and thie waning of this strang=
night—my first nightof liberty—my firet
night with the new soul. And he sor-
rowed with the sorrowin

that needeth no

With a kiss that brought

P -

A Brare or TaE ANoEL Lerr.—An ex-
change says that a number of abandoned
women in New Orleans, have, since the
breaking out of the yellow fever, in that
eity, been most unceasing in their atten-
to the sick, and have proved the
most valusble nurses. They have been
the menns of saving s number of lives, and,
in such angelic la
hesvenly though performed by the da’:fh-
ters of sin—several of them ied—

fevi

back the days of our childhood, at dawn
rted from me. _
the hutle girl wlo had fallen nsleep from
weariness, 1 laid him who slept the calmer
sleep—the sleep of calmness and peace.—
The day came for the reading of the will.
Relatives, fiiends, neighbors, were all col-
lected in the parlor where my desd brother
used to sit, pining remorsefully through
evenings, with his motherless
et they all eat apart from the
returned convict, looking at me with an
But I bore it meekly, with little
Rose in her morning dress, nestled against
my breast, as i 1 were the last thing she
had oun earth to cling to.

The lawyer Openegl the will and began:
“In the name of God, Amen.
Markham, banker, of Hartford, being of
feeble body, but of sdund and disposing
mind and memory, do hereby constitute
my Jast will and testament:

“I begueath my soul to the infinite
mercy of God, if it be
queath my name to the oblivion of all true
men who shall know the tiuth. That I
bequeath to my brother, John Markham,
not of bounty, bul of immeasurable in-
debtedness, in my confession that I alone,
snd unaided, am the suthor of that dam-
nible sin which brought the rliadow of a
prison, the loss of all thini-n
cent head. And, finally,
queath to John Markham all my estate,
both real and personal, to have and to hold
to him, his heirs and assigns forever, con-
fident that he will 50 have mercy on my
guilt as to be in all things a father to my

Then, beside

I, George

1 be-

possible,

ou his inno-
give and be-

Then, like the friends of Job, my aec-
quaintances ecame back to me, beholding
bow 1 was prospered. Agnin I stéod an
upright man in the face of earth as well
as heaven, and none utterad an ill whisper

Now 1 live alone with Rose, who had
filled the place of the danghter I might
have had but for the fifteen years.
is my ehild, my companion, my comforter,
my pupil. . And neveron earth will I bring
any other love belween us; for at might, ; 1d 1 f
when I look up into the etars, I henr a!that which erown the domestic circle with

g ““I am waiting for John

She
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«More Truth Than Poetry.”

An exchange paper says, ‘‘that while
the business men of America proverbially
live poorer, dress shubbier, work harder,
and during more hotrs than those of any
other country in the world, their wives
and daughters are ten times more idle,
more extravagant and more useless.”

In the above extract. there is, we fear,
considerably more truth than
know a case in point: Mr. Turquoise, of
the firm of Turquoise, Opal & Co., of
Broadway. Turquoise toils from twelve
to sixteen hours a day.
year made $22,000. Of this, $10,000
were spent by Mrs. Turquoise for new
:’nrn'll.nre. ‘““to 8 i? ‘lj;"i Leons,"” while a

a rtion of the balance was spent in
ol Po“Blan.she and Rose" to Ne?:port,
to show ““the Maxwell’s’’ that there were
other diamonds beside those inherited from
a great-grandfather, who found in India &
E‘nn_cely fortune nnd a

urquoise has been in trade since 1840.
oes a large and lucrative business.
People who have never been i his parlor
and kitchen imagine that he ia worth a
quarter of a million of dollars, while those
who have been, ire in wonder how he
dodges the sheriff. ' Turquoise is still toil-
ing, and still making money, and yes, if
he shouid die to-morrow, itis questiona-
ble whether his assets would meet his lia-
bilities. He will ot Ao
by trying the virtue of a shlling’s worth

7 st inim. Should we be o%m of the
jurors, we shonld briog io the following
“Died from the visitation of an
extravagant wife and two senseless daugh-

try. We

Turquoise last

diseased liver.—

probably end his days

for the deeds are

ve d
of duty and mercy, min-
utims of the plague.
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A WOMAN'S QUESTION
e ik pmocTomL 0 L

Before I trum iy fullh tn thdo; | |

Or gu * m o In thines,
Caoler and form in mineg i Y
Refora | perii all for thes, guestion thy senl to-
pight for W q & T

I break al! slighter honds, nay feol
A stndow ¥ .

13
lathore H‘t within the ppet
Or is &btﬁﬁ:‘ I -p#r: i 1"'r 7 st which 1
{ anrvie L1l fy U 7 W
\'“’ﬂﬂ"ﬂﬂf lh:i, ' ]

Dosa tliers within thy dimmest dreams

Laok deeper #Ull. If thaw canst focl
Within thy Inwost goul
lon back,

n#;m Iulh‘rt "
He | huyo siak
Latwo falso

merey tell mb wo.

Iat¥ore within thy hoart s need
Thut mine canned fuldil?
Ope chord that suy othur band
Could boiter wake or still?
Epeak pow—lest at somo future day my whale
lire withuesnd deeny.

Ligas there -Ilh::‘-lhjb:ntm hid

e demon A Uhns

Fllodlil:[ " p::lug gsnn}‘:ﬁll
OF all Uhlygs new s strsn

hunrt nguivel thy own,

Couldat thou withdraw thy hand ons day
nd wmewr ko my olnim,
That Fate, and that to.day s mivtakow
Notibon—hud bewn to blame;
Bame scolhe thelr cohselenes tius; 1hus thou—
oh, surcly thou wilt wars me now,

Nov, answor not—T dare not hear—
Tas wyrds would come Lon Lale;
Yer |l wonld spars the sll remarse,

So eamfurt thee, my 'wie;

waouLd risk 18 all,
]
The Youthiul Bride.

Observe that slow and sclemn tread
when the youthful bride takes her wed-
ded one by the arm, and with downcast
looks and a heavy heart, turns her face
from “*sweet home,’’ snd all its associa-
and brightening, eotwining so closely
of the heart.
she moves toward the carriage, how elo-
quent those tears which rush uunbidden
trom the fountain.

She has just bidden adieu to her liome;
she bas gi
kisa!
sha has pronounced the farewell! and ob,
how fond and yet mournful » spell that

farewell to'that father, mother, brother and
gister. .

] Childhooed and youth, (he sweetest mor-
nin

oussed. Now commences a new, a mo-
mentuous peric d of existence.

home was all in allto her. DBul these ties,

broken them all asunder. She has turned
her face from them all, and witness how
she clings 1o'the arm of him for whom
all these hava been exclmnFed.

Sea how shs moves on! the world is
before her, and a history to be wiitten

loveliest paintings, or perhiaps with inci-
dents of affecting interest—of startling,
fearful record!
veil even of *'three score years and ten,”
for her and record the e;appy and sun-
bright incidents that shall arise in sue-
cession to make joyous and full, the cup
of life—that uhn{l throw around those em-
belisliments of the mind and the heart

beauty and loveliness—ithat which sweet-
ens social intercourse, and softens, im-
proves, and elevates the condition of so-
ciety. Or who, with firm and unwavering
hand, can register the hours and days of
affectionate and silent weeping, who can

unrequited Jove—thie Joneliness and sor-
row of the confiding heart—the deep cor-
roding cares of the mind, when neglected
and forgotten as it were, by Liim who was
dearer 1o her than life—when all around,
was drear and desolate, wlhen the garnered
atores are wastened, and the flickering blaze
of the earth waues and goes out, and lenves
her in silence, solitude and tears!
her love wanes pot, slumbers not, dies
not.

The brilliant skies may shed down all
their gladdened beautiéb—nature array
herseli in gny flowers, and bright hopns
and friends may greet with laughing coun-
tenances and kind hearts, but it avails
naught. One kind look—one soft and af-
fectionate accent; the unequivocal evidence
of remaining love—one smile like that
which woed and won her heart, would en-
kindle brighter and derper emotions at its
fountain, than earth with all its splendor,
and gay associations.

Ob, young man, e ver be to thy young
bride what thou seemes t now to be; disap-
point her not.' What has she nol given
up for thee? 'What sweet ties that boand
heart to heart, and hand to hand, has she
not broken off for thee? Frove thyself
worthy of all she has sacrificed for thes.
Let it ever be her pleasure ns now, toeling
with confiding joy and love to that arm. Let
it be her atay and support, and it shall be
well repaid. Hers is an enduring and an-
dying love. Preeperity will strengthen
it—adversity will brighten and invigerate
it, and give to it additional luster and love-
liness. Bhould the hand of disease fall
upon thee, then wilt thou bekold woman's
devotion! for thou wilt never witness her
wiriu wax [aint and drooping at the couch.

hen thine own are biling, £he wili clin
to thee like n sweet vine, and difluse arou
thy pillow those sweet influerces and at-
tractions Lhat shall touch the master springs
and noble passions of thy nature—(hat
shall give new impulee to life. Her kind
voioe will ba like musie to l.l:{' fniling heart
~—likeo oil to thy wounds. Yea, she will
raise .thes, mstore thee, and make thee
happy, ilanyihing less than an gefean db it
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A possible fo abi
Whoroln thy e coctd Babesrosth Sresthe,
| .w upshinpeih
{4 l?.al. nuy paln or cost, U, tell we before all 1a
st

rpore 'Ghe ity Wb tn tras

!
It may nol be thy fuult nluuouhﬂ shiold my |

Whiatever on my hvart may fall--remomber, 1

tions, which liave for years been growing

around the purcst and tenderest feelings
How reluctant that step, as

ven the parting hand, the parting
ith deep and struggling emolions

word bresthes, and perhaps 'tis the last

of life, with **ite charm of earliest
birds,”’ and earliest a¥sociations have now

She reads
in living chardcters, uncertainty—where

these sssocialions, these enjoyments slw'!
has yielded, one by one, and now she has |

whose pages are to be filled up with life's

'ho can throw aside the

pen the blighted hopes—the instances of |

Bat |
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The Lnst Man.!

The Cineitmatl *Commercial'’ noticesa
suriots organization of seven voung men
into & snciety, on the 30th of Suptembes,
1832, while the vholers was raging in that
city. Their names were Jorepli K. Ma-
#on, Wm. Blahshury, Win. Disney, jr.; Dr.
James M. Muson, Fenton Lawson, Hedry
L. Tatem, and Dr. John L. Vatsier--
These seyen young mwen had met at (ke
studiv of Joseph R. Mason, wha was then
A portrait painter, when the ennversation
paturally turmed on tie tvnges of the
cholers, and they got into a wontroversy
whether the disease was conlugions or vos-
contagions,

From this tliey antered info n snlemn
compict to meet annually, and dive to-

er ae Jorg ae they lived, wad thatis
bottle of wme should be sealod aud diank
in memorium, by the last survivor. The
6th of October was agreed upon rs the
day on which to hold the anniversary.—
The bottle, of an octagonal shape, was
filled, sealed and placed n the carket and
locked, and each of the men kept tha key
ear about. Wilkin the casket, hesida the
ttle, were smull slips of oiled paper, on
which ench of the men had wiitten his
name, place and time of birth, and’plago
of residence ai that time, his sge and og-
cupation.

Vhoever held the key for the year was
to provide the banguet, whether rich or

sor, even if il f'unirsu‘.d ouly of a Joaf of
tead and a cup of water; and it was ar-
ranged that, however the number might
be reduced by death, or absence, seven
chairs and seven plates should be set at
each banquet. Bliould nry be absent,
those present were bound Lo make inguiries
86 to his wheresbouts, Lots were castfor
the keeper of the casket the first year, and
it fell to Dr. Vattier. The first annual re-
union was held on the 61th of October,
1832, sinca which time the full number
bas never been present. - On the 12th of
August, 1858, Hemy L. Taten died,
lesving Dr. Vaitier sole survivor of this
singular club; and on the 6th of October,
1868, the Doctor took the last solitary
banquet, there being set six empty chairs,
and as many empty plates.

Econoiuy.

No man i8 rich whose expenditure ex.
ceeds his means, nnd no man is poor whose
income excecds Lim ouigoinge. It is mo
small commendation to maunge a litle
thing well, Heis a good wagoner whp
can turn in little room. To live well in
abundance is the praise of the esiate, not
the person. Iwill stdy rates how to give
a goad nccount of my little, than liow to
make it more,

Let honesty and industry be thy con-
stant companions, and epend one penny
less than thy clear gnins; then shall thy
hide bound pocket #oon begin to thrive,
and will never again cry with hunger;
neither will ereditors insult thee, nor want
oppress, nor hunger bile, nor nakedness
freeze thee. The whole Tiemisphere will
shine brighter, and plensare sping up in
every corner of the heart. J\'nw. there
fore, embrace thase rules and be bappy.
{ Baniah the bleak winds of sorrow fiom thy
mind, and live independent. Then shalt
thou be a man, snd not hide thy faceat the
approach of the rich, nor sufier the pain
of feeling little when the sons of fortune
walk at thy right hand; for independency,
whetlier little or much, is good fortune,
and places thee on even ground with the
proudest of the golden fleece.

Oh, then, be wise, and let industry walk
with thee in the morning, and attend thee
until thou reachest the evening hour for
rest. Let honesty be as thre breath of thy
{ soul, and never forgel to have a penny
i when all thy expenses are enumerated and
| patd. Then shalt thou rench the point of
.t happineces, and independence shall be thy
ghield and buckler, thy helinet and erown;
then shiall thy soul walk upright, nor sloop
tothe silken wreteh bec:utseTie has riclies,
nor pocket abuse becausa the hand which
offeis it weare a ring set with diamonds.
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FPersonalittes,

Peveonalities are often regarded as the
zest, but mosly as the bave of conversa-
tion. Forexperience scems to have necer-
tained, or at least usage has determined,
that personalities are nlways spiced with
more o1 less of malice.

But you would not have mixed conver-
sation always settled into discussion of ab-
glract topics. Commonly speaking, you
might as well feast your guests with straw,
chips and sawduset. Often, tov, it happens
that ip proportion as the subject of conver-
sation is o mere abstract, its tone becomes
more harsh and degmatical. And what
are the women to do? (they whose thoughts
always cling to what is personal nnd sel-
dom mount into the eold vacant nir of spec-
ulation, unless they have somethiog more
solid to ¢climb round. You must admit
that there would be ndearth of entertain-
menl and interest and life in conversation
without anecdote and story.

Doubtless. But this is very different
from personalities. Converaation may
have all thatis lively and pleasant, without
anything that comes under the head of per-
gonality. The house in which, above ail
others I have been the intimate of, the lifa
and spirit, and the joyuf tha conversalion
have E«.cn the most iutense, is a lhiousa in
whioh I hardly ever hieard an evil word
uttered agninst any one— G uesssr at Truth.

EF A love-smitten gentleman, afier
conversing awhile with his duleinea on the
interesting topic of matrinony, coneludel
at Iast with sndeclration. and put the very
emphatic question of, ** Will you have ma?”
“I am very sorry tw dizappciot you," re’
plied the Indy, “*and hops my retusal will
notgive you pain; but 1 mustanswer—no.'*
“Well, wejl, that will do, madam," sail
her philosophical lover, “snd 1w suppos ¢
{we change !:c selyect.”




